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REFLECTIONS 

NEIGHBOR MOON 
I 

Like a bulb of ivory ready to burst 
The moon came up beside us; 
It reminded me of her beautiful body, 
Beginning to swell with my new child. 

The swelling moon smiled down 

Half in pain, half in fear, 

And laid her long fingers on my wife's hair. 

My love beside me pressed my hand, 

Proud with white majesty 

From the mother moon. 

ii 

Gentle moon, 
Will you kiss it, my baby, 
When it lies sleeping 
Beside her? 

Give it 
Her beauty, 
Her passion, 
Gentle moon. 

in 
Already her breasts are swollen. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Suddenly the light oi the moon penetrates her 
And proudly she takes me in her arms. 

In the moonlight her hair seems like cold metal, 

But when I touch it, it is soft and warm. 

She is tired and quiet in my arms, 

And listens absently to the little noises of the night. 

In her eyes 

I see the reflection of the blood running 

Through her bosom into the veins of her child. 

IV 

Moon, chaste one, 

Forgive me 

If under your rays 

I have been brutal with caresses. 

You had many breasts then, 

You were insatiable then, 

Chaste moon. 

PROFILE 

The clear line of her profile reminded me of an ancient relief 
I saw at the Louvre — some Ceasar's wife 
Tranquil and wise, gazing unregretfully 
Across the hysteric ages into old Rome. 

Long, long ago, I thought, some great senator 
Lay at her feet, and watched the evening light 
Stamp her face on the smooth wall; and wondered 
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